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Well, he would soon find out. . . .

At three he mounted the steps outside the Princess*
house. A parcel, neatly wrapped by Sacks that morn-
ing, was under his arm.

A servant conducted him upstairs. At the head of
the stairway he began to go towards the long room
where he and the Liberals foregathered in the evening,
but the demoiselle suddenly appeared and announced
that Madame was in her boudoir.

She added: "Madame asked me to bring you there.
She is resting."

He followed her.

"Madame is well, I hope?"

"A bad headache, milord."

She held upon a door at the end of a short passage
and closed it behind him.

The Princess was on a sofa, among cushions em-
broidered with pink roses

"You got my note? " she asked, at once.

"Yes.   Your man did not wait for an answer."

" I told him there would be no answer/'

Norton sat down on a chair beside her. " You relied
on my coming?"

"Yes.   I knew you would come."

"I might have had work to do."

"What of that?"

"Well, in that case, obviously I could not have come,
could I?"

She regarded him through half-closed eyes for a
moment, but apparently decided not to pursue the
matter.

"How is your headache?" he asked.

"I have no headache, Norton."

"Oh, I see.   Your companion told me------"